CHAPTER 232 


February 16, 2012 


“FUCK! What the hell Chie!?” 


Justin and Chie were at his place, where she was doing one hell of a job of making 
sure he was in painful agony. You see, the group had made a short expedition into 
the hollows today, but even with their journey into the television being as short as it 
was, Justin had still managed to get pretty fucked up while he was there. It was hard 
to say if they were just unprepared or if their foe was unlike anything they’ve seen 
before. All Justin knew was he had some pretty big gashes on his arm. Some of 
them had stopped bleeding, some of them had not. Hell, the only bright side to any 
of this was that Justin had to admit the torn sleeves looked pretty good; and even 
then, he didn’t like the fact that his favorite jacket was now shredded up. And even 
more than that, he didn’t like whatever it was Chie had been doing trying to patch 
Justin up. She was pretty good when it came to this kind of stuff, so Justin trusted 
her, but the pain shooting through his arm as Chie applied medication to the open 
cuts was enough to make a shy Buddhist reflect and plan mass murder. He wasn’t 
sure whether to blame Chie or the people that had to make this medication sting 
like a bee. Or a dozen bees. Or a million. Or every bee in existence. While they were 
also on fire. And their stingers were also chainsaws. 


In case you hadn’t gotten the image yet, it hurt. A lot. 


“Quit being such a baby. You'll get an infection if you keep squirming like that.” 
Chie schoffed, rolling her eyes a bit as she continued to pat away at his blood 
soaked arm with antibiotic soaked cotton balls. She probably should have cleaned 
the blood off before going in with the medication, but the blood was pumping out 
enough that she knew by the time she finished washing it off it would start flowing 
out again. Better to just get this done with now than prolong the envitable. Justin 
wasn’t making it easy with the way he kept squirming though. She got this stuff 
wasn’t exactly the most pleasant stuff, but come on. He’s been through worse. | 
mean just look at his eye. Just look at his now blood soaked bandages. He had scars 
all over; he knew pain that cut deeper than any knife or any cut, and not even just 
on a physical level. You would think he had been conditioned for this stuff by now, 
but it would seem that some scars just fade, and some scars the pain will follow you 
forever. Pain is pain; you could never truly adapt. Chie smiled as she patted the last 
cut on Justin’s arm. “There you go.” She reassured him as she threw the last cotton 
ball in the trash, reaching for some gauss bandaging in the handy dandy first aid kit 
Justin had lying around. 


“Oh thank god.” Justin sighed with great relief, eyes aimed towards the sky and the 
only thing letting him know what was going on right in front of him being the sound 


of Chie unrolling those wraps. She was quick and nimble as she threw the gauss 
bandaging around the wounded area of his arm. It always made Justin wonder why 
she wanted to go into law enforcement when she seemed so good at this. | mean, 
she was into kung fu and athletics, so | suppose she would want a job that was a 
little more active than nursing; it was just a shame that her gift was going to go to 
waste. Justin supposed though that if anyone were ever shot on the scene, she 
would know just what to do to keep them breathing. Justin briefly had to wonder if 
she knew CPR, but then he realized, she totally did. The only CPR that mattered 
anyway. Unless you actually needed CPR. In which case, a little tongue wasn’t going 
to save you. “Thanks Chie. I’d do it myself, but.... FUCK my sides.” Justin groaned as 
he leaned forward, the muscles around his rib cage acting up again. He probably 
tore a muscle at some point during the scuffle. It would be fine, but that didn’t 
mean it didn’t hurt like a bitch any time he leaned the wrong way. Chie was quick to 
prompt him back up into a sitting up position. She didn’t need him tearing it further; 
he needed to just stay still until it could repair itself. 


“Hey easy now. Just relax.” She tried to reassure him, giving him a slightly scornful 
glance. Her pupils were wide with concern as much as she tried to pass off that 
everything was going to be okay. He was and she knew it; but there were always 
those inbetween moments. No one ever thinks about the pain one goes through 
before they get better, so long as they DO get better, do they? It was a lot different 
in regards to someone you cared deeply about she supposed. She sighed as she 
turned her attention back to Justin’s arm, finishing her bandage work quickly 
leaving a neat little patch of white against his Caucasian skin. That was it as far as 
treating his superficial injuries, though there was still the matter of his other 
bandage work. It was completely drenched in blood; there was no reason to leave it 
there. So she slowly unraveled it, much to Justin’s immediate dissatisfaction. 


“Uh, that’s alright. I'll do it myself.” Justin reassured her with just the slightest hint 
of panic in his voice. Why? Chie wasn’t quite sure, she had seen what he hid 
beneath those bandages before after all so it wasn’t like he was ashamed, right? All 
the same, she wasn’t taking no for an answer on this; Knowing Justin, he’d never 
swap them out. Which was going to be a problem when they were completely 
coated in blood at this point. Even more heartbreaking was that so was the wrist 
band she gave her. She was only surprised to find him still wearing it to be honest. 
It wasn’t exactly his style, and he already was wearing something on his wrists so it 
couldn’t have been the most comfortable thing to wear. Yet he did. It must have 
meant a lot to him; god knows it meant a lot to her to see that he valued it as much 
as he did. Perhaps that was why it disappointed her to see it stained with blood. It 
would wash out, but still. 


“We both know you'll never do it.” Chie remarked with semi-sarcasm as she slowly 
unwrapped the bandaging along his arm. What she had expected were the few 
deep cuts she had seen so long ago. Instead what she found were dozens upon 


dozens of deep gashes; hell she could have swore she still saw some glass stuck in 
one of them. It was absolutely horrifying. “Oh my god Justin...” 


“I told you not to.” Justin sighed, shaking his head. He had only shown her around 
the wrist area when she had asked about the bandages so long, and for good 
reason. It was worth noting that the cuts along his wrist weren’t from his father. 
They weren’t intentional either before anyone accuses him of being emo, though he 
had considered making a small slit along his artery on several occasions, just so he 
could be free of his father’s torment. No siree, he was a small child and he had 
unfortunately found his way to where the knives were in the kitchen. It was just luck 
of the draw that when he tipped them all over one of their razor sharp edges would 
skim his wrists on the way down. Gravity was a cruel mistress at times. As for the 
other wounds, they were all inflicted by his father. Each was small in length, but cut 
deeper than any knife could cut. They slit his very soul as the bottle cracked against 
him like a whip. And like any blemish, these scars had to be hid away. From 
everyone and everything; Chie included. 


“Oh, I’m... sorry, | didn’t mean to offend.” Chie blushed with embarrassment. If she 
knew it was this bad she wouldn’t have even unrolled the gauss wraps around his 
arm. It was no doubt embarrassing for him to think that he let himself be 
subjugated to this, hoping things could change. She was quick to look away and 
grab some replacement bandages, making a few quick swipes of the tape to cover 
up the bigger scars, and then moving down the arm to cover the rest. She ended up 
missing a few of the cuts at the top, but she managed to hide the bulk away. And 
that would have to do; she didn’t think she could bare looking at that many scars 
again. What kind of sick fuck could look at that, on their own child none the less, 
and keep doing it know the pain they were subjugating them to? It disgusted her to 
think people could get away with that, and sad to think the victim let them get away 
with it. Chie sighed having finished redressing his wounds. “There... All set.” 


“Yeah, that’s uh... yeah.” Justin bit his bottom lip. He didn’t have to words to say 
now that Chie went snooping where she shouldn’t have snooped. He trusted her 
with everything; everything but that. And it wasn’t because she couldn’t be trusted 
with that kind of information, but rather, Justin was ashamed of it all. He could have 
fought back, he could have said no, he could have ran away, he could have done 
ANYTHING. But he sat there and took the abuse. Why? He’d like to say it was 
because deep down he loved his father; but he wasn’t sure he did. Maybe he was 
just afraid of the fate that would await him if he did say something. They’d take him 
away from that household in a heartbeat to some unspecificied place with some 
unspecified family who for all he knew could be even worse than his own dad. And 
he’d leave the only friends he had in the world behind: Maya, Kurt... and his own 
reflection. “Thanks Chie. | swear, what would | do without you.” 


“Bleed out?” Chie pointed out. Perhaps she didn’t realize that was a rhetorical 
question and Justin didn’t WANT to know the answer. He could be dead right now; 


Chie had saved him so many times he had lost count. First the concussion, then she 
mounted the rescue party when he got kidnapped, and now she was dressing his 
wounds at this very moment. She was by all accounts his guardian angel; even if he 
had done his fair share of saving her ass from trouble. Not that he wanted credit for 
that or anything; the only reward he needed was Chie’s safety. In fact, he would 
reject any gratitude she or anyone else showed him in regards to that day. Doing 
what was right was not thanks-worthy in his opinion, especially when he was 
protecting the most valuable thing in the world to him. If anything he was being a 
greedy fucker. Just a very generous greedy fucker. 


“Probably.” Justin shrugged a bit, taking a deep breath as the pain in his side shot 
up through his torso again. What a day; and they had only been in there for a few 
hours. He was only afraid of what else might lie ahead on the road. Teddie said he 
could swear they were almost there, but Teddie wasn’t exactly the most reliable 
when it came to tracking people down. “Hell of a place huh?” 


“Yeah, no kidding. Gave me the chills.” Chie shivered ever so slightly as she got up 
from her knees. She had to crouch to patch Justin up since he was sitting down, so 
she was happy enough to stretch out again. “You ever get the feeling like 
something’s there... but it isn’t?” Chie questioned, tilting her head to the side. “1 
don’t know how to explain it. There was just this weird feeling a got.” 


“No, | Know what you mean. It’s strange isn’t it?” Justin remarked with intrigue. It 
was very hard to explain just what it was he had been feeling. It was like there was 
something in the air, just rubbing against his stomach and making him sick. More 
accurately though, he felt like there was this constant déja vu floating through the 
air, going through one ear and out the other. “I might be crazy, but... Did you hear 
that humming noise? Like, you know those mosquito ring tones that you can hear 
but you can never quite find the source of?” 


“Yeah, actually... What was that?” 


“Sounded like a guitar.” 


